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* It's  our money-box/  said  Francle ;    c we
want to sell it.   It's got four and elevenpence in
coppers.'
* But it's worf more/ said Eustace.
* The deuce it is! * said the old gentleman.
His voice rumbled, and his eyes, grey and rather
bloodshot,  twinkled.   'Why  do  you  want to
sell it?5
'Because we haven't got the key/ said
Francie.
6 So we can't get the money out/ added
Eustace. e It belongs to us and we shall want it
out, you see.5
' What d'you want it out for ? * said the old
gentleman.
* To buy our dinner.5
* You're a rum couple/ said the old gentleman.
* What's your name ? 3
c Will you buy the box ? ' said Eustace : * then
we'll tell you.5
c What should I do with the box, heh ? '
* You  could  carry it in  one  of your big
pockets.'
* Well/ said the old gentleman, * here's five
bob.   Hand it over.   Now, what's your name ? '
'Forsyte/ said Francie. "I'm Francie, and
this is Eustace.'
* Forsyte ? 9 grunted the old gentleman.   * The
deuce it is!   Where d'you live ? *
6 Are you to be twusted ? * asked Eustace,
tilting the umbrella backwards.